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One 


Author's Notes: 
Eh, just felt like writing this. There are no reasons. 


"Axl? Where'd you get that crazy name? It sounds like a car part" The girl was twirling my hair around her 


finger. | watched how the red coiled around and around her finger like yarn. 


It was my band name a while ago," | said, my hand cupping her naked breast. She was a stripper, and those 
boobs might have been fake. She was pretty, though, for now. She was doing a lot of drugs and that shit would 
catch up with her. It caught up with all of them. 


"Your band name. You're always in a band. Whattya think, that you'll make it big?" she chewed gum and snapped 
it and smiled a mean smile at me. | did think that, of course | did. | had to. | also thought she'd die of a drug 


overdose or some john would murder her, but | didn't tell her that. 


| gotta go to work," she said, disentangling herself from me. | laid back on the bed and watched her slip into 
stripper clothes. Lacy thong underwear, nylons with the line up the back, short skirt, short top. | forgot if she 


was a stripper or a call girl or a prostitute. They all slid into each other. 


| had no idea what time it was but | was going to get up and go somewhere when Slash came in. | could see his 


goofy smile under his hair. His drunk goofy smile. 


"Hey, Axl," he said, coming over and flopping down on the bed, putting his arm over my stomach. | was wearing 
jeans and nothing else, but | grabbed my sunglasses from the bedside table, the ones that were like mirrors. 


Sometimes | felt safer when | wore them, like no one could see me. 


Since I'd met Slash I'd had to put up with a little more physical contact than | was used to. He'd lean against 
me if we were sitting on the couch, or he'd sit on the floor and put his head on my leg. On stage he'd play his 
guitar with his head in the crook between my neck and shoulder. So this was like that. When he was drunk he'd 
sleep anywhere next to anyone. | tried to tell by the way he was breathing and the reek of alcohol if he was 
drunk or not. | could smell alcohol, he always smelled like it. But his breathing didn't have that ragged, 
desperate quality it did when he was shitfaced. 


"Slash? Hey. Let me up," | said, shaking him a little. He moaned but didn't move or open his eyes. | sighed, feelin 
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the weight of his arm against me. Over me. Almost trapping me here. 


"Slash? Hey," | said, shaking him. He smiled his wide slow smile, his eyes still shut beneath his mop of black hair. 
Then he did move, making the sheet rustle beneath him as he sat up. He looked at me from under a dozen 


perfect curls. 


"Why? What's the big deal?" he said, reaching for my sunglasses and taking them off. He did it gently so they 
wouldn't catch on the back of my ears. | blinked at him, feeling exposed. 


"Nothing, | just want to get up," | said as he leaned in toward me, making me get pushed back against the pillow 
and the headboard. He kissed me, pushing into me as he did it, making me sink deeper into the pillow. | could feel 


the wood of the headboard beneath the pillow. 


| sucked in my breath, never getting used to this. It was easier with girls, easier to take what | wanted from 
them, easier to feel like it was okay. Easier to be in control. With Slash | was never in control. He decided when 


and what, he decided how far | would go. 


Okay, okay," | said, pushing at his shoulders. He shrugged that off and leaned in again, opening his mouth to 
taste me. | closed my eyes even though | didn't want to, but it was easier that way. It was easier to just feel 


things than to think about it all. 


"What's okay, Axl?" he said, kissing down the side of my neck, kissing my neck, tugging on my nipple ring with 
his teeth, making me suck in my breath. 


"Hmmmm, nothing," | said, closing my eyes again and leaning back, letting him do what he wanted, because 


maybe | wanted it, too. | let my hands get tangled in his thick dark curls as he kissed down my chest and 


stomach to the edge of the jeans. 


There were so many rules where | came from. There were rules about what you could watch and how you 
could look and who you could fuck. Here there were no rules. | dressed how | wanted and wore my hair how | 


wanted and did what | wanted. Did | always want this? 


And the truth was | couldn't stop him. He was stronger and he wore away my resistance. It was the way he 
kissed me and the way he touched me, and | could start out thinking | didn’t want this but then I'd end up doing 


whatever he wanted, or allowing it. 


He tugged at the button to my jeans with his teeth, and | could feel his hot breath against my stomach. The 
feeling made me shiver, and he looked up at me and smiled a slow smile. He felt the shiver and he knew what 


caused it. He went back, his teeth against the edge of my jeans, his hot breath on my skin. 


